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mind and heart swiftly and un-

erringly. The quietude and ac- |
quiescence that followed a lifelong b,
intensity of expression meant no °
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A CHILD OF NATURE w"y

and hard-minded farmers, whose
life had been an unbroken struggle
with reluctant soil and uncertain

skies, instinctively resented the calm
assurance of success which rested
on John Foster’s face like a deci-
sive judgment on his life. These
older men had looked askance at
their neighbour for half a century,
and they mutely protested against
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The near hills were still white, save
the bare summits, from which the
fierce winds had swept the snow.
In the distance the circle of great
peaks were shining as in mid-
winter, and the bold outlines of
the mountain that rose solitary
in the far North cut sharply into
the blue.
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ne when meadow, grove, and stream,
"every common sight,

" seem

1 celestial light,

the freshness of a dream.
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ATURE is not often so
companionable to the

higher moods, so indifferent to
the lower needs, as in this noble
country, where the land shapes
itself into such sublime pictures
and vields so reluctantlv its mod-
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not know ; he only knew that the
air was full of whispers; that all
manner of secrets were being ex-
changed ; that there seemed to be
a mysterious understanding between
the trees, the birds, the winds, and
the clouds, from which he was ex-
cluded ; not because there was any
desire to shut him out, but because
it was impossible to make him













1t was a fresh and glorious world,

A banner bright that was unfurled
Before me suddenly :

1 looked upon those bills and plains,
And seemed as if let loose from chains,
T live at liberty.
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many bodies to be fed and clothed
that there was little left for the
nurture and furnishing of the mind.
There was no touch of romance in
the work or the home; there were
few books to read, and these, with . _-
a single exception, had nothing to i . % .
say to the boy who had found that
another and a finer crop could be *
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And bark! bow blithe the Throstle sings!
He, too, is no mean preacher :

Come forth into the light of things,

Let nature be your teacher.

She bas a world of ready wealth,

Our minds and bearts to bless —
Spontaneous wisdom breathed by health,
Truth breathed by cheerfulness.

One impulse from a vernal wood
May teach you more of man,

Of moral evil and of good,
Than all the sages can.
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T'hat bless
In which the burthen of the m)
In which the beavy and the we.
Of all this unintelligible world,
Is Jightened : — that serene ana
In which the affections gently le
Until, the breath of this corpor
And even the motion of our bun
Almost suspended, we are laid a
In body, and become a living so
While with an eye made quiet .
Of barmony, and the decp powe
We see into the life of things.
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John Foster found Nature with the
¢ first pure touch of a child’s hand
) \V and loved Nature with the sweet
: unconsciousness of a child’s heart.

2+ It was a vast playground, into
-« which h v vith the













1 thought of Chatterton, the marvellous Boy,
The sleepless Soul that perished in bis pride ;
Of Him who walked in glory and in joy
Following his plough, along the mountain-side :
By our own spirits are we deified.


















into some unrealised liberty; some
boundless freedom wide enough for
his soul to run at large in. The
glow of that hour lasted long, and
as fast as it began to fade was re-
newed by the touch of another
poet; for the boy had found his
way to the singers, and the world
was flooded with music. He walked
on air in the ecstasy of those first
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A CHILD OF NATURE :

which the world had long banished | \
and forgotten, won back to their \
ancient haunts by the boy’s faith
and vision; and the stars, as he ¥

walked the lonely road at night, /
were like swinging lamps set along
some great highway where the im-
mortals pass in majestic procession.
The touch of the imagination lay on
the whole earth like a light which
brings all hidden, obscure, and mys- | '
terious things to view. The boy
was walking by the light which
has shone on the path of every poet
since time began. The power to
create was not to be his, but he »
lived in the creative mood; the 3 /]
wonders were all revealed to him,
the joy was in his heart, the rap-
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And, when it chanced
That pauses of decp silence mocked bis skill, A
Then, sometimes, in that silence, while be bung J

Listening, a gentle shock of mild surprise

Has carried far into bis beart the voice

Of mountain torrents ; or the visible scene
Would enter unawares into bis mind

With all its solemn imagery, its rocks,

Its woods, and that uncertain beaven, received
Into the bosom of the steady lake.






VIII

HE poets sit beside the tree
of life, and one cannot learn
. their songs without learning also the
- sorrow and joy, the strife and peace,
* the work and rest, the hate and
| love, the loss and gain which make
. up the human story.

\ In the lonely countryside the soli-
tary boy entered into the rich
"experience of the race; commit-
) ted its crimes, fought its battles,
suffered its defeats, was bruised

| by its sorrows, and borne aloft
~on the strong wings of its great
 aspirations. He looked into the




heart of the past through eyes
that had the searching insight of
genius behind them. The passion
of the race, which has borne so
many great spirits on mounting
waves of power and dragged so
many down to the very gates of

hell, encompassed him, and he un-

derstood for the first time what tre-
mendous forces contend with man
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That was the Song — the Sot;g Sor me!
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IX

HERE was one other dis-
covery awaiting him when
boyhood had broadened into youth.
He made it unconsciously, as he
had made all the other discoveries.
A seed fell into his heart unawares, L













for sacrifice. It was not in John
Foster’s nature to round out experi-
ence by expression or action; he
was born to see, to think, and to feel,
but not to speak or act. The depths

of his soul were moved, but the
trembling of the waters was unseen
and inaudible. The love which filled
% his soul was as pure as the fragrance
.0 7 of a flower or of the unstained sky :
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And O, ye Fountains, Meadows, Hills, and Groves,
Think not of any severing of our loves!

Yet in my heart of hearts I feel your might ;

1 only hape relinquisbed one delight

T live beneath your more babitual sway.





















Ni4 CHILD OF NATURE

; into his own homely, every-day
.4 utterance. He had mastered the
A art of life; for he had learned that
! the purest idealism may be kept
, ‘ untarnished in daily dealing with
% homely cares and common work.

When the first kindling glow of c . g
0 the senses began to fail he held pier

iy aloft the steady light of the imagi-

- -: nation, and for him the world never ?
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The Clouds that gather round the setting sun

Do take a sober colouring from an eye

That bath kept watch o’ er man’s mortality ;
Another race bath been, and other palms are won,
Thanks to the bhuman beart by which we live,
Thanks to its tenderness, its joys and fears,

To me the meanest flower that blows can give
Thoughts that do often lie too deep for tears.















ing upon God, he was enriched and
inspired with glimpses of truth, in-
sights into life, visions of beauty.
The cares of the world did not wait
by his door when he passed out of
his home into the wide domain of
Nature; the tumult of the world
did not drown the delicate melodies
: -+ which float over sun-swept fields or
. are borne on summer airs through













NATURE

quietly as he lived, John Foster kept
the record of his soul. And when
he died it lay in his desk with the
much-worn books in which for
years he had kept his accounts with
the seedsman and storekeeper. And
there, side by side, through the
months when the old house was
tenantless lay these two records of
a man’s history as the owner of a
few acres and the possessor also of
that sublime landscape which is the
foreground of man’s immortality.
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! feelings shall not die,
vhen gray hairs are nigh,
:rene and bright,

.apland night,

1 thy grave.









house. The hand of Nature was
on the latch, but the door remained
shut. If one who had known the
love of the man for this radiant and
fragrant world and the caressing
gentleness of that world, had taken
thought of the circumstances, it
would have seemed as if Nature
missed a familiar presence and were
feeling for it with sensitive tendrils,.
and striving to recall it with voices
that were musical murmurs on the

fr'agrant breath of summer. The

wide landscape softened, grew ten-
der, stirred with the rising tide of
life, and broke at last into verdure
and bloom, all the hidden springs
of vitality overflowing in green
rivulets or rich masses of foliage;
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A CHILD OF NATURE

summer sightseers. He was young ;
there was that air of being on easy
terms with the world which can

neither be counterfeited nor con-

cealed; his figure, face, bearing,
manner, and dress bore unmistak-
able teétimony to largeness of op-
portunity and ripeness of taste.
From the local point of view he
was an idler ; for he made no show
of interest in the farm ; and no one
saw the trace of any kind of work
on hands or face. He was simple,
unaffected, and friendly; but he
was even more detached from the
life of the community than John
Foster had been. Foster had never
spoken out ; he had never acquired
the use of speech; the new tenant
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beauty of expression. The one
lacked words, the other lacked the
inward unity of thought and knowl-
edge which charges words with
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him; but he remained silent.
When this knowledge of the dis-
parity between his material and his
organising power became clear
there was a tumult in his soul
which marked the beginning of that

crisis which shapes a man’s char- . . -

acter and determines his fortunes.

He was filled with a passionate de- - o

sire for silence and solitude ; for the
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impression was so persistent and
definite that the solitary student
sought out those who knew the
earlier occupants of the house,
and he was not slow to discover

that among them all his concern

was with the silent man who, with-
in a brief half year, had sat before
the same hearth and looked out
of the same windows to the hills
sweeping in a vast circle to the
north and east. Not much was
told him, but that little was enough;
for the few and hard facts were
significant, and there was more in
the silence of those who were ques-
tioned than in the reports they
gave. And Ralph’s imagination
was quickened as he recalled the
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A CHILD OF NATURE \

ministered. Ralph had travelled far

L,

and sought truth at the ends of the ¥

earth; here had lived and died one
to whom truth had come by force
of those deep affinities by which
the soul reaches out and draws to
itself the things which are its own.
When the nights lengthened and
the world was wrapped in the si-
lence of those vast snowfalls which
descend out of hidden skies with
a hush that shuts man in with his
deepest self by the blazing fire,
the spirit of John Foster seemed
to pervade the house, as if seeking
every inlet into a consciousness akin
to its own, and swift to comprehend
what all others had been slow to un-
derstand. Ralph feltas if a pathetic

",

&










VY =29

Xl

o « « Thoughts whose very sweetness yieldeth proof
That they were born for immortality.















to swift and clear maturity; he
knew what was in his own spirit,
he discerned the specific meaning
of Nature and art and history for
him, he comprehended his relations
to the complex world about him,
and he saw by a lightning flash of
intelligence what he was to do and
with what tools he was to work.
This experience, for a man of his

type, was not unusual; sensitive
spirits, whose growth is completed

by the extension of the imagination
to the very limits of knowledge and
experience, are always coming into
possession of themselves by the in-
terpretation of other and more ma-
ture spirits ; and acquaintance with
creative minds registers our own
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and with the clear vision of his own
genius; but there was nothing in
the beautiful flowering and fruitage
which the world received from his
hand which was not potentially in
the mind and heart of John Foster.
The silent man had come to his
own; for God had given him a
voice. After the long silence of a
lifetime he spoke in tones which
vibrated and penetrated, not like
great bells swung in unison in some
high tower, but like dear, familiar
bells set in old sacred places, whose
sweet notes are half-audible music
and half-inaudible faith and prayer
and worship. At first there were
few to listen, for the tones were low
and the noise of the time was great ;







